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Dear Ms. McCaw,
I miss you a lot. Like everyone else at Parkway Northwest, you were 
my favorite teacher. Not just because you were the most creative 
teacher, the most lenient, or the one with all the love to give, but be-
cause you saved my life.
 I just want to say thank you for being so loving, because your 
love for people is what saved me. You’re probably puzzled right now, 
and	I’ll	explain	everything	in	a	second,	but	first	I	want	to	remind	you	
about	my	first	time	seeing	you	cry.	The	first	time	I	saw	you	cry	was	in	
9th grade in World History. Man, I loved that class, I still have all my 
current events papers and the 2016 presidential election bracket.   
 Anyways, it was a Friday afternoon, everyone was tired and
just wanted to go home. I think it was our last class of the day too. 
Which made it worse because no one paid attention in 8th period on 
a Friday. I remember Fridays being current events days and we were 
discussing police brutality, but people were having side conversa-
tions and you stopped talking. When the class got quiet you spoke in a 
stern voice, “This is reality and I am here trying to have a conversation 
about injustice and people are being disrespectful. This can happen 
to you at any time. Most of you know people who are locked up and 
yet you choose to have side conversations. Someone I love is locked 
up right now.” Your voice cracked, your face was red, and the tears 
started to trickle. The class was completely still, no papers moving, 
no whispers, nothing. Then you continued, “My boyfriend Marcus was 
arrested a year ago for illegal possession of marijuana in New Jersey. 
What hurts is that it was my car, I was driving, the weed was on the 
dashboard and the New Jersey cops who are FUCKING boring pulled 
me over for a FUCKING turn signal! The cops arrested Marcus and 
gave me a ticket. A FUCKING ticket!”
 You cried harder as you explained that Marcus hadn’t had a 
court hearing in almost a year, and it was killing you because you were 
just as guilty as he was, but because he was black and you are white he 
paid the bigger price. I sat there looking at you and feeling sorry, I saw 





head was, damn... she loves us.
 While I got the message of your story, I had one question, 
why didn’t he grab the weed? Logically if he had hidden it the cops 
wouldn’t know you had it, and he would be free, so again why didn’t 
he grab it? I carried this question for two years as I listened to you talk 
about him and how his case was moving along, I saw his old pictures 
on your desk, and he was even your wallpaper. And I still questioned 
why he didn’t grab it. Until in 11th grade when Khalil Stanford, got 
locked up for “talking back to the police”, which turned out to be him 
confronting the cop about an illegal stop. By the way, RIP Khalil, gone 
too soon. I’m not sure if you heard, but he died in April of this year. He 
had an argument with someone, they left, came back and shot him
twice. It’s a cold, brutal world. Anyways, the morning we found out 
why Khalil was arrested, I remember you walking into the classroom 
glumly and saying we weren’t doing history today. Your improvised 
lesson was what saved my life and answered my question.
 You pulled out the book Arrest-Proof Yourself by Dale Carson 
and	said,	“When	I	first	met	Marcus,	he	was	reading	this	book.	This	ex-
act book. The title caught my eyes and so we started talking about the 
book. Since then I have read this book three times, and it gives me
goosebumps every time.” The book was written by an ex-cop who was 
retired. In the book, he talked about his time in the police force, arrest-
ing minorities, and how to avoid being arrested.
 Ms. McCaw, you continued your introduction of the book by 
saying, “This is a manual, and I want everyone to listen and under-
stand what it is saying. There should be no talking or cell phones out.” 
You stopped and looked around, then you stared at Khalil’s empty seat 
and nodded your head in pain. I was sitting in the front, so it wasn’t 
hard to see the tears form in your eyes. I felt the sadness circulating 
the room. Your saliva stretched between both lips as you started 
speaking:	“In	the	book	the	officer	details	how	cops	are	seen	as	a	hero	
when arresting a black person. Did you hear that? They are seen as a 
hero; your villain is also seen as a white hero.” I don’t remember ev-
erything,	but	you	talked	about	how	officers	get	a	better	performance	
report when they arrested more people. You wiped your tears and 
read a section and said, “Police are targeting African Americans. You 
guys know this! You see the cop cars sitting on the corners of your 
block! A person from my community will never be able to identify an 
undercover car as quickly as you and I can!” I smiled and shook my 
head because I knew it was true.You sounded like a pastor on Sunday.
 Then we got into the bulk of your topic, how to avoid being 
arrested. You spoke about how when a cop pulls us over, we should 
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Please! If an officer pulls you over don’t make any sudden moves! DO NOT
MOVE! If you move, you give them a reason to shoot! And I am begging 
you, keep your hands where they can see them.” You were right. We see it 
on television every day, we hear about killings, and we saw it in the movie, 
The Hate You Give.
 One wrong move. That’s all it took. The class said nothing and 
everyone’s eyes were locked on you. You talked about how we should be 
extremely polite and never try to be smart with the cops. “If they say step 
out of the car, just step out, that’s it. Do not ask why! And before
you step out make it clear that you are stepping out. And whatever hap-
pens, Do Not Resist. That is how most people get arrested! By resisting or 
questioning the officer’s ability to do their job you are undermining them. 
And that’s why Khalil is in custody right now. He may have been right, but 
the cop said step out. He asked why and now he is locked up for resisting 
arrest.” 
 We were all quietly listening to you lecture us when Bryon raised 
his hand and said, “So we should be their bitch?” 
 “Does it keep you alive and free? He wants your manhood, let him 
have it,” you replied. 
 “Fuck that! If I can’t beat his ass imma run,” yelled a voice from the 
back. The class giggled. And you got angry, “Do not run! What did I say 
don’t move! If you run, you look guilty. Even if you are innocent, running 
makes you look guilty.” You stopped talking and started crying again, we 
sat there watching you cry for two minutes. The bell rang, “Wait, no one
move,” you said, “If you take nothing from today remember do not run or 
move. Stand still, do as you are told, and keep your hands where they can 
see them.” Jada got up, gave you a hug and everyone followed suit. That was 
one of the saddest days in your class, but I needed it for what
was to come.
 It was a Friday afternoon in November, about a month since you 
gave us the talk in class. Usually on Fridays, my cousin and I would go to 
my grandmother’s house to spend the weekend with her. By 4pm she would 
call and bombard me with questions, “Are you coming to mama? What 
time are you going to be there? Are you taking the game? Where should 
we get food?” My replies were often the same, “Yes I’m coming to mama, 
I’ll be there soon. Yes I’m taking the game, and I don’t know what I want 
to eat yet.” “Well hurry up I’m almost there and I’m going to be bored,” she 
demanded. I pretended to be annoyed, but she knew I liked when she
called because it confirmed that I wouldn’t be at mama’s house alone.
 This Friday afternoon was no different. I told her I would be there 
soon. Honestly, I had the intention of starting the 15 minutes journey soon, 
but I had a to-do list that was incomplete. 
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 I wanted to play soccer before I left. I grabbed my cleats and headed 
over to the soccer field. I wasn’t supposed to be playing because I had a 
torn ACL, but what’s a little knee pain compared to a good game. Plus I 
had mastered the art of minimal running, maximum fun.
 After soccer, I had 7 missed calls. She will be fine I thought, I’ll just 
get her some nails or give her money. I went home, took a fast shower, got 
dressed, and called my grandmother to let  her know I was leaving out.   
“Why are you leaving so late?” she yelled. 
 “It’s fine, nothing is going to happen, it’s only 7 o’clock,” I replied.   
“Abby is mad at you,” said mama. She always tried to prolong a conversa-
tion whenever she could. 
 “She’ll get over it. Anyways, I’m about to leave now, bye.” I grabbed 
my backpack, put my headphones in, and rushed out the door. I stopped in
the yard to play some music, I started walking slowly as I looked down at 
my phone. I had just hit the sidewalk when I noticed the string of my jog-
ger loosened. I placed my phone in my pocket and started tying the jogger’s 
string.
 Suddenly, there was a loud screech of tires. The dark afternoon was 
now flooded with bright white lights. I heard the crackle of guns, and I 
instantly knew what was happening. “Fuck. Run!” I thought, but I couldn’t 
move. I was still looking down at my joggers when I saw two red dots float 
from my abdomen towards my chest. “Run bro!” the voice in my head 
yelled again.
 Then I heard your voice, Ms. McCaw, I remembered you begging 
us not to move. I was watching you cry and this time I wanted to cry with 
you. “Don’t Move!” your voice yelled again, and I argued with you, “But I’m 
innocent.” “Please! Please! Please!” you cried. And I decided not to move. I 
knew I needed to do something so I started lifting my hoodie so they could 
see my waist.
 “I’m lifting my hoodie!” I shouted. As I lifted my hoodie slowly, I 
thought of my grandmother. I don’t want to die before her. That would be 
devastating for her. 
 “Turn around!” screamed an officer. I snapped out of my thoughts.   
 “I’m turning around,” I said, turning my back to theofficers.
 “What’s in the bag?”
 “My PS4 and clothes, sir.” I replied.
 “And your pocket?”
 “My phone.”
 I could hear my heart beating louder and louder, I felt myself get-
ting colder and sweat was pouring down my forehead. My vision started to 
get blurry when I saw the flash of a laser on the sidewalk. In the blink of an 
eye the lights went out, I couldn’t see anything. My back was still turned to 
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the street when I heard a double tap on the side of the vehicle, a rev of the 
engine and they were gone.
 I turned around and looked down at my joggers. At that moment I 
really wanted to cry, but I couldn’t. That was the first time I appreciated life 
to the fullest. I thought about you, Ms. McCaw. Your voice rang in my head 
again with all the good times we had together: every hug I ever gave you, 
all the soccer games you attended, all the advice you gave me, and every 
time we rapped “Dreams and Nightmares” together (man, that’s a classic). 
And that’s when I realized that the music was still playing in the back-
ground.
 I want to thank you for preaching to us that day. Those words 
echoed like a broken record in my head. That’s how you saved my life.
Thank you,
Demaro
